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resume work, and even to call several times at his
mother's house in Torrington Square; but a fatal
illness that had long threatened him supervened. A
friend lent him a bungalow at Birchington, and he
went down there to try and regain strength. But he
never really revived. At first he walked a little, and
worked fitfully at his painting; he wrote a grotesque
'ballad, Jan Van Hunks, which has never been published,
which he used to read aloud in the evenings with great
amusement. He read novels and wrote a few letters.
But the spring of life was broken, and his brother wrote
in a diary that on April 1 he was " in a very prostrate
condition physically, barely capable of tottering a
few steps, half blind, and suffering a good deal of
pain." On April 8, Saturday, he said to his brother,
"I believe I shall die to-night," adding, "Yesterday I
wished to die, but to-day I must confess that I do not."
About 9.30 on the evening of Easter Sunday he was
seized with convulsions and died in a few minutes,
in the presence of his mother and sister, Mr. Watts-
Dunton, and Mr, Caine. He was within a few weeks
of completing his fifty-fourth year.

He was buried quietly on April 14, 1882, at Bir<?h-
ington, where a cross has been erected over his grave.

Ifcossetti was in appearance more Italian than English,
though rather conveying an indefinable impression of
foreign origin than displaying markedly foreign char-
acteristics. He was of medium stature, not more
than five feet eight inches; he was thin in youth,
and in. maturity decidedly stout. His complexion
was clear and dark, his hair dark, silky, and abundant.
There was a great depth and breadth of brow; he hado prolonged a tension of the rhyme sounds,
